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I'm calling this one complete, but its one | can see myself expanding in the future. I'm not sure I'd have 


thought of this pairing without the prompt, but now that it's in my head, | like it. 


"I bet we get a great view from the top, wot yer fink, ‘Arry?" Nicko said cheerfully as the huge Ferris wheel 
started to turn. With a two-day break during Iron Maiden's current US tour, the band had collectively decided 
to visit the State Fair that was happening close to their current location somewhere in the Midwest. The 
various states had all started to blur together by now, but Nicko figured it didn't much matter where they 


were, midway games, rides, and fair food were pretty universal. 


"Yeah, s'pose so," Steve said, his voice even quieter than usual. He wasn't quite sure how his drummer talked 
him into going on this huge Ferris wheel when he hated heights, but Nicko was just always so upbeat and 
cheery, it was hard not to be persuaded. Especially when he turned that pleading smile and those expressive 


eyes onto Steve. At least this giant wheel had the basket-style cars with two seats facing each other instead 
of the open chairs with just that one flimsy-looking bar to hold people in 


Nicko gave Steve a warm smile. "Glad yer ridin’ wif me, mate," he said. "These fings're like getting’ off, s'okay 


when yer alone, but an ‘elluva lot more fun when ye got summun else wif ye!" 


"Nicko!" Steve blushed, momentarily forgetting that with each movement of the wheel, they were getting 


farther away from the ground. 


"Yer blushin'!" the big drummer exclaimed. "I knew yer a shy ‘un, but ‘kin ‘ell, ‘Arry, | dint fink ye'd get all 
flustered from just a mention uv sex! ‘Specially not wif how shameless our Bruce is. ‘Kin ‘ell, way he shakes his 


arse onstage, | been wond'rin’ ‘oo ‘e's tryin'a seduce, the fans or one uv us." 


"Bludi ‘ell, Nicko, | din't fink anyun else wondered that," Steve admitted, still red-faced. "Fink ‘e don’ care, long's it 


means summun's givin’ ‘im sum attention" 


"Well, ʻe ain't gettin’ it from me," Nicko declared. "I s'pose | c'n admit ‘e's a fit bloke an’ all, but 'e aint my type. 
‘E's too ‘igh-maintenance." 


Steve had to laugh that Nicko managed to say that with a straight face, almost as if he was serious in saying 
he thought Bruce was fit. He thought the singer was the only member of Maiden besides himself to fancy 
blokes as well as birds. Not that he'd ever done anything about it, he'd been awfully tempted once but knew it 


never would have worked out. They were too alike in many ways, and way too different in others. 


"Wot's yer type uv bloke, then, Nicko?" he teased the drummer. And then he yelped when the Ferris wheel 
gave a horrifying metallic grinding noise and a clatter, then jerked to a sudden halt just as they reached the 
top. He grabbed the side of the car as it swayed from the quick stop, his face draining of colour. "Bludi ‘ell," he 
breathed, trying not to whimper in fear. 


‘Least we got the best view, if we're stuck fer a bit, yeah?" Nicko said with a grin, which faded when he 
looked over at his bandmate. "Ye arright, ‘Arry?" 


"No," Steve confessed. "M bludi terrified uv ‘eights." 
Nicko's jaw dropped. "Kin ‘ell, ‘Arry, why'd ye get on the Ferris wheel wif me, then?" 


"Cos yer gud company, an’ ye asked," Steve said. "I fink l'd'a been arright, if wotever ‘appened just now ‘adn't 
‘appened." 


Just then a voice came over the tannoy, saying that the Ferris wheel suffered a mechanical failure, repairs 
were underway and expected to take about an hour; that they'd all be returned to the ground as quickly as 


possible and to please remain within the cars for safety. 


Nicko snorted. "A mechanical failure, ye fink? Be nice ‘f they'd tell us sumfink we ain't arready worked out, 


yeah ?" 


Steve managed a weak smile at that. "Yeah." 


Nicko smiled in return and started asking questions about some possible changes to the set list and pitching a 
few ideas for ways to make Eddie a more prominent part of the show. 


Steve managed to concentrate on answering the questions and kept up the conversation for a good half hour 
before he made the mistake of looking away from Nicko, giving himself a clear view of the ground far below. 
His face paled once more, and he hastily turned back to stare at their feet. 


"Ye gonna be arright?" Nicko asked, sounding concerned. 
"Dunno," Steve said. "Keep talkin’, yeah? Keep me mind off ‘ow ‘igh up we are." 


"Yer askin’ me ta keep talkin'?" Nicko chuckled. "Most times, ‘m gettin’ told ta shut me gob. Right, | fink we're 
done talkin’ ‘bout the shows, so wot were we on about ‘fore we got stuck? Right, | fink ye'd just asked wot's 
me type uv bloke. Ye serious in askin’ tha’? Cos |, well, |.." he trailed off a little uncertainly. 


"Ye weren't takin’ the piss, then, sayin’ ye fink Bruce is fit?" Steve asked. "Ye fancy blokes s'well as birds? Cos | 
fink yer right, ‘e's fit, but too full uv ‘imself. Not like." He clamped his mouth shut and hid his face behind the 
curtain of his hair, hoping Nicko didn't pick up on what he'd nearly said. 


"Yeah," Nicko said. "Ain't ‘is arse 'm watchin’ onstage, no matter ‘ow many times ‘e shakes it in me direction" 
He reddened and looked out across the landscape, wondering if he'd said too much and hoping Steve wouldn't ask 


just whose arse he was watching. 
A gust of wind shook the car just then and Steve flinched, a soft sound of distress escaping his throat. 


Nicko came to a decision and prayed it wouldn't end up costing him his position in the band. "D'ye trust me, 


‘Arry?" he asked softly. 
"Yeah," Steve said. 


"Arright," Nicko said. "M gonna move, so the car's gonna sway a bit, but yer gonna be fine, | promise." He 
carefully slipped out of his seat to sit on the floor in between the seats, his back against the rear of the car 
and his feet up against the door. He held his hand out to Steve. "Now, ye come sit on me lap, yeah? Ye'll be 
down lower where ye can't see ‘ow ‘igh up we are, an’ wif luck, ye'll feel less scared fer ‘angin' onter me." The 
big drummer kept his usually boisterous voice pitched low and soothing in an effort to cut through the waves 


of anxiety rolling off the bassist. 


Steve uncurled the fingers of one hand from the death grip he had on the side of the car and reached out to 
slip his hand into Nicko's. The drummer's big hand nearly swallowed up his own slender fingers, that gentle and 


reassuring touch making him more aware of the genuine concern in Nicko's eyes. "Yer sure ye don't mind?" he 


asked. 


"Yeah, m sure," Nicko said. "| fink yer gud company too. ‘Sides, ain't like ye weigh ‘nough ta bovver me any," he 


added with a grin. 


"Worker," Steve said, without any heat to the insult. He took a deep breath and let go of the side of the car 
with his other hand, sliding down to sit on Nicko's lap, timidly sliding his arm around the drummer's waist and 
leaning his head against Nicko's shoulder. 


"Yeah, well, ‘oo don't wank sometimes?" Nicko joked. He wrapped his arms around Steve, snugly enough to offer 


reassurance and comfort, while loosely enough to hopefully not make the smaller man feel trapped or anything, 


Steve blushed again "| s'pose. Not wot ye fink ‘bout much, | guess." He leaned into Nicko's comforting bulk. 
"Fanks fer doin’ this, Nicko," he said softly. "Feels gud” 


"Better'n | imagined," Nicko agreed, then froze. "Uh... | mean.. l. 


"Ye said sumfink ‘bout it not bein’ Bruce's arse ye watch onstage,’ Steve said, his blush deepening and his voice 


growing softer. "But yer watchin’ summun's arse, yeah? ‘Oo's?" 
"I fink ye guessed," Nicko said, going red and staring very hard at a bit of graffiti on the wall of the car. 


"Spose | did," Steve said. He tilted his head back enough to see Nicko's face. "| never... but |... | spent time finkin' 
‘bout it since you joined. Din't fink ye'd be innerested." 


Nicko, still blushing, grinned a bit. "Art | dint fink ye'd be. Worried | might lose me job, ‘f ye knew ‘ow much 
time | spent behind me kit admirin yer arse. ‘S wot | ‘ate ‘bout spandex, stuff makes fings bludi obvious! S'why 
| take a minnit ‘fore joinin’ the rest uv ye for bows most times, | gotta fink about me mum's vicar or summat 


so's no un finks | stuffed me drumsticks down me trousers." 


Steve cracked up, completely forgetting for a moment that they were still stranded who knew how many 


dozens if not hundreds of meters in the air. “Bludi ‘ell, Nicko! Fer real?" 

"Dead serious," Nicko replied "Exaggeratin' a bit ‘bout the drumsticks, but yeah." 

"l. ‘ave ye ever been wif a bloke?" Steve asked, ducking his head so that his hair hid his face. 

"Yeah, s'been a couple uv years, though,” Nicko said. "You?" 

Steve shook his head. "No. ‘Ad a.. a chance once, but | dint fink ʻe.. well, s'why | don't pop off wif groupies 
more often, too. Dunno ‘ow texplain it gud, maybe s'cos m shy or wotever, but.. sex means sumfink, y'know? | 


don't wanna be a name on summun's list. Want summun twant me cos 'm Steve, not cos 'm in Maiden, an' not 


just cos 'm there, y'know?" 


Nicko had a feeling he knew who Steve's ‘chance' had been. "Yeah, | know," he said. He took a deep breath, his 
arms tightening just slightly around the bassist. "C'n | kiss ye?" he asked softly. 


"l. yeah," Steve choked out, his face beet red and his eyes cast down. But he turned carefully, took a deep 
breath of his own, and lifted his face to Nicko's. 


The drummer looked into Steve's eyes for a long moment, then leaned in to give him a soft, lingering kiss. 


The bassist gave a soft sigh and melted against Nicko, savouring the taste of beer and candy floss and that 
unique flavour that was Nicko. When they broke the kiss, Steve lifted a tentative hand to the drummer's face. 
"It wos... | liked it," he said shyly. 


"Gud," Nicko said softly, sliding one hand up under Steve's cascade of curls to massage the back of his neck. 


"Don't wanna start sumfink here, cos ye know ‘f we do, we'll start movin’ soon's fings get innerestin’. 


Steve blushed and chuckled. "Bludi ‘ell, never even fought uv that! But least ye got me finkin’ uv sumfink ‘sides 
bein’ scared cos we're still stuck up ‘ere." He looked up at Nicko, his eyes vulnerable. "Yer not just takin’ the 


piss, are ye? | ain't just a name on yer list?" 


"Kin ‘ell, no, ‘Arry," Nicko said softly but firmly, his eyes sincere. "Wotever we decide we got ‘ere, yer way 


more'n a name on me list.. which don't exist anyway. Ye tell me wot ye want uv me, yeah?" 
"Dunno wot | want," Steve said, looking down again. "Well, | do, but.." he trailed off uncertainly. 


"But ye ain't been wif a bloke b'fore, so ye know ye want sumfink, ye just dunno wot, yeah?" Nicko asked with 


a soft smile. 
"Yeah," Steve agreed. 


Nicko pressed a soft kiss to Steve's temple. "D'ye know ‘oo's roomin’ wif ‘oo tnight? Cos if we're tgevver, we 


c'n start figurin it out" 


"Yeah," Steve agreed, smiling softly. "We c'n trade, 'F we ain't. Davey 'n H, they been mates frever, so's they 
like roomin' tgevver. 'N | ‘spect Bruce'll be ‘appy if 'e ends up wif the single." He closed his eyes and leaned 


against Nicko once more, feeling safe in the big drummer's protective embrace. 


By the time the tannoy crackled to life to announce that the repairs were complete, and the Ferris wheel was 
about to start up so they could offload everyone who'd been stranded aloft, Steve had relaxed enough to 
settle back into the proper seat in the car - with Nicko beside him this time instead of across from him - 


and ride to the bottom with his eyes open. 


